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THE EASIEST WAY,
Your letter Joat came to mas Willy,
And you find thut rou don't forget?
You've lrl'i:vrl‘,lur these montus (oh, you
siliy!),
Ani nro sgm thnt you love me yot?
Al thome dnys were sweoet, 1 neknowledge,
In that dear obl town by the son.
Wien tha hond of s elass In colloge
Took a tuncy to mae,

Don't say that T haven't n heart, Will;
1 think of the past with rewrnt,

And though wo've wo long bean apare, still
1, too, find It hard to forget.

Whit nonsense I'm writing! Ned Caey
Hna broken with Lilllnn Lee,

And he and Itniph Sande=youn know Mary—

Are devoted to me.

Jack Whitney lins come Into money;
And #o has Nell Page; by the way,
8he married old Diule—ain't It funny?
He's sovonty If ho's a day. -
Her troussenn, of concae, came from Parls;
fer bridomalls wore Magelo MoKee,
Tue Woston girls, Beatrice Harrls,
Cella Carter and ma.

Another, they say, In Baptember
Will bo tha event of the year,

Thg groom ls Ennnu Royd=yon remermber
Your trio' Hoyd, Billlards and Beer?

*"Tia Grace wod to Gold, says Damoe Grundy;
That hils gifta nre aslicht to soo:

That she tries on her dreas on Monday |

That it's ordered by mo;

That mine's the opinion that's anked for

The flowers, the feast nnd the wino;
That my poor littls wits nre tusked for

The mtir.‘!rarformsm:o. in flne
The hrppy giel Isn't Geace Grecloy,

Nor aven my cousin Marlo:
Thoy any—you know tonguos rua so fresly =

That €hn hrldo, too, s ma,
—Ruth Hall, in Harper's Magarine.

EVERY ONE EDVED HIM.

How Jack Huston's BSins. Were
Outweighed by His Virtues.

Any fine sunny day you might have
secn old Sir Peter Euston driving in the
purk with his admirable elder son Jo-
seph by his side. The old gentloman
was n good deal shaken since that
dreadful business about his son Jnck.
Soclety talked of it for quite three days,
and my friend John Carleton was nenr-
1y worn off his legs running about from
<lub to club, repeating the story. Sir
Peter's kind old face brightened in re-
turn for a friendly greeting, but there
was o vast deal more sorrow than joy
in his smile,

Says Mix. Mountchester to me ns we
drove past and exchanged greetings,
airily whipping up her dapper gray
ponies: **Now, I really do think tho old
gentleman ought to put a better face on
it. He had one son who had all the
vices extant, and the other every im-
aphiuabla virtue: why doesn't he strike
n balanee as they do at his bank, and
sat off one against the other.” Cer-
tainly Joreph Euston looked the incar-
nation of high-olass British virtne. Peo-
ple were always making him their *‘ex-
«ecutor® and leaving him handsome leg-
acies; the middle-aged folks were never
happy till he was guardinn and god-
tather to their children; and the young
folks appointed h'm ‘*'trustec” to any

number of marriage settloments,
Now and then yon saw hs
name as director of some very

fat and flourishing company, and its
fatness and its flourish were generally
due to the valuo attaching to his nnme.
When you had secured his patronage for
any undertakng you might be quite
sure it wonld ride on the top of the tide
and ultimately secure firm anchorage in
the harbor of public og}nlon. I know
that the Society for Christian Potboys
was on ts yery legs when he gave
it his sanction; and now it's scarcely do-
cent to die without leaving it a legaoy
in your will. Decornm, propriety and
respectability had ruled his life from the
cradle u];ward. He was that entirel
odious th nﬁ. a well-conductad boy.
don't like decorous Boys, and I didn’t
like him. He never tore his clothos nor
got into debt; hecould not have climbed
o trec to save his life; and he would
as soon have broken into a church as
robbed a henroost. No one ever was
known to call him Joe, or chaff him, or
play any tricks on him.  All the devil-
try of the fam ly centered in Jack, and
left nothing but all the domestic yirtues
for Joseph. Add to his virtues an ex-
tremely courteous munner, and to his
manner a soft, winning voice, and to
both a well-secured income of ten thou-
sand pounds a year, and tell mo if Han-
nuh More ever conceived a more noble
perfect hero.

That very evening I was playing a
rubber at old Lady Chelsea's. I ulwuys
left her house considerably richer in
seandal but decidedly poorer in pocket.
Between the hands Lady C. wonld dis-
tributo crumbs of the very latest gossip,
and any social chick-s-biddy might pick
them up. So suys my Lady Chelsea:
;'I henr Joseph Euston is secured at
uut-\\

The dealer paused in his deal us a
chorus of inquiries rose, Little Cecil
Dighy, who was my partner, raised his
hand and said: *I'll lny ten to one fean
spot the girl."

““I'he greature is detestably slangy,"
says Ludy C., leaning back in her chair.
=l huve a great mind to win your
money, Mr. Dighy. I think I might

ive the party n guess all round and yet

oup my secret.’

“Why, Lady Chelses,” eries Cacil,
41l the world knew the day before ves-
terllu{ that the beautiful Yaukeo heiress,
Migs Dinah B., Chicago, had landed the
prize.”

Lady C. shakes her head and says:
“All ‘the world fs wrong, as usuul
Guess again," 1 then hazurd the remark
that as Mvrs. Wilks Wheeler has been
angling for him_for her thwd givl for
two years (and mark you, Mrvs. W.
Wheeler was the most successful prize-
taker for the last three sensons), it was
rrolmbln that this necomplished ludy
ad at lust brought matters to n crisis,
Then camg more shakes of my lady's
head, and further random guessus on
the part of the guests; then an intcryal
of sllence ns Lady Chelsea's most orac-
ulur voles announced the nnme of **Lady
Olivia Plantagenet,'' Tho rubber was
suspended for severnl minutes while we
expressod our surprise.

And now I must tell you something
about Lady Olivis, and how it all came
about, For three seasons evory well-
thinking mother in Belgravia with any
thing in the shape of n marriageable
duu:hhr hnd spremsd her nets abrond for
Josaph Eugton. When his futher died
he would be Sir Joseph, and in the
mennwhile ho wus prag cally the senior

artner In the famous old bank

uiton, Curtis & Langham. Philan-
throphio  mothers w tendoncies
townrd Exeter Hall had laid desperato

- and insldlous siege to his hears It Is

on record rotty mnd skittlsh Miss

Boulﬂuw%lx ﬂlr)hhrlltnphor'l only

daughter, sctually became o dengonoss

and renounced .nxuyetlu of a whols
: |

nu

Loudon hopes of

(e Rl b BT
single _ n, exoept one
uuo:n' mwtzwm%ph was lns

sermon and ptvice,

and he demoralized us.

nll the men servants,
Tompkins, the butier, lont him fifty
pounds out of his little savings, and the
very stablo boys would huve laid down
tholr lives for Master Jack,
enme buck from Oxford just nbout then,
if ible more decorous than he went.
It hal been armn&ud for some years past
that Jogoph shoul

Juock the army; so in o few years Juok
became Captain Juok,

velgled. He attonded the bazar, bought
many of her knickknacks, but, alas!
did not purchnse the fair saleswoman.
I could eonnt up ndozen enses in which
he wis nearly seoured, and then, at the
Inst moment, he man to escape the
Ianding net; always, I must own, i a
rfectly decorons manner. And now
think that Lady Olivin Plantagenct
had secured him, rather had conde-
soended to seoure him; for you must
know that the Luly Olivia was, as it
ware, a unm-.ioq of ganglion, or gather-
Ing together, of the bluest of all blue
blood. She wna the only danghter of
the Duke of Dartford, and, in all con-
soienee, his danghter onght to be toloras
bly blue blooded, especially whon I tell
ot that her mothor was Hon, Emilia
nchanan Denzll, (the Woreoster Don-
zils, if you please; not the left-handed
Warwickshire braneh.) In the faoo of
such facts it 1s evident that millions of
years of natural selection, earried out
on Darwinian or any other principle
you like, could never have producsd
such n doubly-distillel azure as the
blood that ran in the Lady Olivin's
voins—I don't suppose it ran, it conrsed
in a stately way. Well, Lady Olivia
wns very haughty and beautiful. She
hnd very little money and less hra'ns
I have even heard conrse plebe an folks
whispor that she was a fool; but this
wns manifestly untene, ns hor conduct
throughout this ticklish matter abund-
antly proves. Still, for all that, 1 must
own I never heoard Lady Olivin make
any remarks excepl oxtremely stupid
and decorons ones, Talking to hor wns
like conversing with something between
a statue and a sheep.  The old Duke of
Dartford wns dreadfully poer for a
Duke. Their place down in Summer-
satshire was half shut up, He sold his
game, (they do say he turned an hon-
est penny by his grapes and pines:) and
it beenme absolutely necessary  that
Lady Olivia should marry money.

Mrs. Mountchester says she was des-
perately in love at seventeen with what
she called a mere sailor--I helieve he
wns the third son of nn Admiral, Any
wny, it came to naught, and Luady
Olivia froze up and had remained frozen
up ever since. She was twenty-soven
and in the full prime of her stately and
rather marmoreal beauty, when she
descried Josoph Euston on the far
horizon. His blood, of course, was
manv degrees less cerulenn than hers,
He himself was starchy and stiff
and tiresome; but he had monoey
and was amenable on the question of
sottlements, so there was a little pro-
liminary hovering, and then came an
extremely frigid proposal.  Lady Olivia
bent her stately head and nceepted the
substantial banker. It was October
now, and the marringe was fixed for the
early spring. Once or twice a woek
Joseph called on his intended. They
sat in state in the Dartford drawing-
room in Eatonsquare. Sometimes ho
kissed her hand at parting—it seemed o
mattor of supreme indifference to her
whether he kissed the fan or the hand
that held it—and they conversed always
in this way. Ludy Olivia is lying buck
in her chair looking very beautiful and

bored; Joseph is seated on the other
side of the fireplace.
“0Olivia,"" says her lover, ‘‘wo have

had bad news of unfortunate brother."

] imagine all news of him must be
bad," she replies in her level neccents,
“Heo is an extremely painful subject;
neod we disonss it?"

*I think I must elaim your co-opera-
tion," he answers, “in preventing his
return.  He is going from bad to
worse,""

“That is immaterial,” says Luly
Olivin, ‘50 long as he does not return
homoe. ™

‘*His lotter to-day,"” says Joseph,
“‘states that ho has squnndered all his
capital and thut he is absolutely stary-
ing, nnd has taken a berth as a farm
laborer. He scems to have associated
with the lowest—"

*Kindly spare me any details. It is
extremely distressing. He is your
brother, unfortunately, but he has long
sines been a social outeast, and, as you
ara aware, it is a_most painful feature
in our future relationship. I should
prefer dropping the subject.”

From which you can see that the
Lady Olivia was possessed, among her
other high qunlit‘uﬂ. if not exactly of
what Carlyle calls a soft invincib lity,
still an invincibility of a very definite
character,

But although this extremely admira-
blae uuu;‘)la found Jack such n distress-
ing subject nmd declined to discuss him
(ns, in fact, stciety in general dd,) to
me he was a subject of undying inter-
est, and I am never so happy as when [
am talking of him, eithor on the sly
with his poor old father, (when Juscph
18 safely out of the way,) or quite
openly and joyfully with his aunt, old
Lady " Betty Pimlico, of whom more
unon. Wasn't Jack my godson? wusn't
I rosponsible for half my dear lad's
gins? He was my dear bad ladall
tlu‘ouEh. Was there ever such a seape-
grace?  Burcly he was possessed by all
the devils of mischief, leiv. riot, and
uproar. His school dnys were one long
rebellion; he infected the whole school;
he was the ringleader in all mischief.
But how the boys adored him and fol-
lowed him! He coulil wheedle round
the sternest of mnstera, At last he got
beyond all bonnds. In a moment of
recklessness  he

utter arranged an
infernal machine composed of a
buttery of bottles of Bass, which

by an ingenious device was timed (o
open fire (nnd actually did) upon the
head master in the dead of n'ght a8 he
lny peacefully sleeping in bad.  After
that there was nothing to dotat expel
him, Iwent to try to make pénce, l‘:ul
old Doctor Turner was inflexible. The
ladl was demoralizing the whole school,
and he must go, But for all that the
doctor’s eyes were full of tears, as he
restod his  hands upan my poor lud's
shouldors anil spoke his little farewall
50 ho went home
to his futher's house —he wins then fif-
teen. He had domoralized the sehool
Hoe Kkissed all
the servant givls, and they all doted on
him: ho had four pet dogs and three
horses; he was the boon compunion of
I know that old

Joseph

anter the bank and

Itwas one of the loveliest sights in all

London to meet old Sir Peter amblin
along Piceadilly, arm in arm with hane
of | some Juck.

ow the old mun doted on

him! And amid all his vices, and they
were many, Jack bad thls ono tremen-
dous  virture—he ulwmn adored  his
futher, y P

into this family history, and she plays
an important part in it .

And now old | mlioo drifts

She wus Sir Pater's only slster, a
widow, childless, sup to be
wealthy, and koown to be mean, She
lived fnalittle house In Park lane; o
narrow, lean little house, weul in be-
tween two big ones. She had the warm-

ost heart and the sharpost tongno of any
old lady I ever came moross. Ask hor
mall Jonkina about the tongne and
leave Jnok to voneh for tho heart. 1
hiuye severnl photographs of this venor-
able old lady in myalbum.  Whenever
1 entertain iny friend« and eonversation
flaga my albums are produced nnd I
doom my guests to the soolal penalty of
gizing at and saying something uppro-
printe about hosts of poople they have
nover known. Eveiybody snys, direat:
ly they sce Lndy Betiy's pliotograph,
SWhat an extrnordinary old lady!"
She wore an sudaclous wig, & capacions
brooch, an old brown sk dress, and
on state oveas'ons o guantity of ex-
tremely divty old Ince. Ont of doors
sho invarinbly wore an old fur tippet.
Shoe wns a valiant old soul, frea of
apeoch, glven much to  questionable
stoties, hnting shams, and fearing no
man, and loving Jack more than any
other crodtire on enrth. She fought
his botties, she paid h's debts, she ont-
rogod nll the properties for his =ase;
and when that Inst awful business crop-
sed up and he had to leave suddenly for
L!nnitnhn. the old Indy broke down il
took to her bed for some weoks.  When
she got nhout sgnin she refroshed her-
self py trotting over to Harley strect
and having a battle roval with Joseph.
How le hated her! Sho alone had  the
power to raflle his decornm and to
muke his pale face flush and his vyes
gleam.

had flocked buck from Seoteh moors
and sen beach, and the season promised
to be o brillinnt one. I went round ong
afternoon to call on Sir Poter.  Joseph
and his father were sitting together in
the disminl dining room in Harley street.
Sir Poeter was vory shaky and silent, and
Josoph was more virtnous and respeet-
able than ever, He told me he was go-
ing to preside at somo philanthrop'e
meeting that evening at Excter Hall,
Conversation flngged; woe  all three
seomed sleopy nnd stapud.
dare te ask about Juek. Joseph kept
rambl ng on in his smopoth decorous
monotone about the pauper lunatics
and disehiged prisoners, temperance
washerwomen, anid all the rest ot it
when suddenly the servant announcel
Lady Pimlieo. Joseph's face changed
and hardened, and old Sir Peter bright-
encd up, My Lady enterwl, evidently
in high spirits, more untidy than ever.
She greeted her brother with atfection,
me with cordiality and Joseph with pug-
nacity.

“I've got news," eries the old lady,
seating herself, with her fect on the
funder and her hands on her knees.

I saw Sir Peter's hands move feebly
and a gleam of light pass ovar his face.
“Gond news, I hope,™ savs Joseph.

“What I eall J.:omli news, " snaps back
the old woman, “and what you may
call bad news. My boy is coming
home, !

In an instant T could see the sorrow
and grief of all those years pass from
the olid man's face as he turns to his sis-
ter and ecries: “What! when? Oh,
Elizaboth! is it trae?"!

And then, before she can answer,
Joseph rises, pale and darkling, and
cries in o voice no longer decorous:
oLady Pimlico, this is your doing; yon
have striven for years to complete the
ruin of your own house, But learn one
thing, your nephew John does not re-
turn here'’

My Lady flings off her tippet and
stands to her guns.  “Hop nlml‘l return
to my house and to his fathor's house.
Who are you to stand batwoen my lad
and forgiveness.  Listen, Peter; your

was a raveal and o blackguard, I don't
dony it; but he has sulfered and he re-
pents.  Listen to what he says in o let-
ter I had only to-day. He hus fullen so
low that he works as a farm Inborer:
he hasn't n decent cont to his back nor
a decent menl to eat: he is broken
down, buldy and soul. But, Peter, don't
forget he is yonr son—your own tesh
and bload.™

Old Sir Petor turns very white, rises
from his chair and leans trembling to-
ward Joseph, @O, Joseph, hear what
she says.  Let him come back again,’’

«sLet him comoe back!" bursts in tlas
whirlwind of a woman.
shall come bick. Are you master here,
Poter, or is Joseph?' As my Lady
waxes hot Joseph steadies down into n
deadly coolness.

“Lwill answer that question for my
father,”' he suvs, folding his hands on
the table and look ng steairht at the old
Indy., My brother has roined his own
future, but he shall not rain mine—he
sonll not return hore. Ho strove for
years to pull down the honor of my
futher's naome, nnd [ have steiven for
years to baild it up.  He suffers want,
misery and shume. He has gown the
wind, but he is reaping the whirlwind.™

All the time he speaks my Luady is
plucking mangy tufts of fur from her
polisse.  Now she springs to her feet,
shrill and  redfuced.  “*Don't quote
Scripture to me. You respected! you
honored! you, with your smooth tongue
and your varnished face!  As a boy you
were a coward, 14 a man you're n sneuak.
My boy sinned, but he sinned  openly,
You air your virtues in the publie
streots, but you keep your Feench nov-
els hidden behind your library shelves. ™

Now. of course, these allusions toim-
proper hooks were not at all nice or de-
cprous, and L never knew whather they
waere chance shots of my Lady's or
based on  relinble information, but 1
know that 1 saw Soseph grow pale and
wineo,
“Madam,' he says, “vou are an in-
solent old woman. and if you were not
my father's sister [ should—"'

*(Go on," eries Lady Betty, the light
ol trinmph glowing on her old face
storo on; abuse me as much a5 you like.
But not you or n hundred such shall
keep my lad from coming back."

5o Joseph deives down to his bank in
dudgeon, and no sooner has he gone
than poor old Lady Botty breaks down
and fairly sobs, and this absurl old
eoupls just run into each other's aris,
and ery and langh, and talk incossuntly,
unil prove themselves to be a couple of
fools: but I think the elerks and bank
oflicinls, with Joseph in that frame of
mind, must have hid an extremely un-
pleasunt afternoon of it

Three months after this I was ngain
calling nt Harley street.  Poor old Sir
Petoer used alwayvs to receive me in his
atudy, but now, the butler told me, he
sat all dayin the dining-room, which
commaunded n lookout down the stract,
and there I founil him, nnd, best of ull,
I found him slone,

"erh Is at the bank,'' said the old
man with an unconcealed delight, *'so
let us have a quiet talk.'” So 1 drew to
the fire, but I noticed s strange rostloss-
ness nbout Sir Peter, Ho would break
off uuddunl{ in the middle of a sen-
tence and look down the strect and
listen,

8o Jaok is coming buek!" I amid.
“And when?"

“We don't know," he answeted—
‘'we don't know, He may coms atuny
timo. 1 haven't told Joseph. I'm
afraid he'll be greatly upset, but Jack
will stay for awhile at his sunt's, and
things will tlde over."

sloor lud," 1 say sympathotioally,

“ho has loarnad a bitter lesson. Dee

el npon it, 8ir Potar, he will come

k wiser and sadder.'* His old ayes
glonm at the very thought of his return,
and a beautiful smile breaks over his
face ns he takes out of lis pocket a
much-crumpled and often-rond lettor.
**He hopes to be back by the 15th, per-

It wns November, and all the folks |

I did not |

son Jack was tempt-d and he fell; ho |

““‘Aye, but lm}

He rose white with llmi:liun.i

haps o little earlier it he have a good
rns-ngn. and now It's the 14th, 1 =ent
iim  his passage money, but Josoph
doosn't know that."'

“Nover mind, Josoph'' T ery: *he
will marry the Lady Olivia and you and
| Jack will live togeither and bo happy
| oyver after.!'  As ?n.l[muk I s the old
| wenry, watehful eyes glance toward the
i window and down the street: from |
| where hie sits he enn look right down to
| tho other end of the voad, 1t is one of

those dreary London days—half fog,
 half rain, ol mist and dirtand misory.
| Suddenly the old wrinkled faor grows
very whity and startled, and he rises
| and moves to the window. I follow him
| and look down the stroeet, but I see no-
| body and nothing, except two ladies
| half hidden in water-proofs, an errand
boy, and further off a struggiing beg-

found. I haye flang the past behind m
baek: ho ls the very apple of my eye.
forbid vou to cast one word in his testh,
If you ean not live in peace with him,
you must live elsewhere.”
After many months things settled
down, Joseph married the Lady
Olivin and took a house In Park lane,
and was s happy ever afterward ns re-
apectubile people deserve to be, and Jack
stendied down and never sowed any
more wild oats.  His father grew into a
happy old man, and us long as he lived
Jacknever married. Then Lady Pimlico
died anid loft o all her savings, and
when I last saw my boy he had ripenod
into o king of men, happy, rich, pros-
perous and honored, the old U'ght still
dancing in his blue eves, and he had
ever o stalwart arm ready for an old
man to lean upon. Only yestorday
Juck called at my chambars, and in the
carringe were two ladies; the yonnger
nnd protter jumped out, and she and
Juck ran up stairs,  Sitting as I was in
my easy chair, the two young people
took a very unfair wlvantage of me.
Violot sat at my foot, put her arms up-
on my knees, and Jack leanod over the

F:\I‘. drenchedl to the skin and wending
| hhis way to the nearcst workhouse. Sud-
donly I feer o grip =< of iron on my

brek of the chair, with his arms around
my neck. **Dear uncle, Bob," (he al-
wiys onlled mo uncle after he came

| arm, and, looking round, I'seo Sir Paser | horae) “‘guess who that lady is.'

oll changed and transformed, all his |

| soul looking out of his eyes, and before
| I could speak ho had pnssed from the
| room down the hall and ont ot the front
floor, ont into the filthy, murky air
without hat or cont. He hurried down
tho rowd, 1 following as best 1 may.
Then I hear a half ery, half sob, s if of
1 great joy and longing now fulfilled,
|and I sec the old muan fling his
arms  wildly  round  that = beg-
gar man's mneck and  kiss him
on the lips again and again, oh! s0 pas-
| sionately!—so then 1 pause, standing a
| 1ittle way off unwilline to disturb so
swoet and snered n joy; vhen I go up,
| and, mking both Jack's hands In mine,
1 say: “Bring him home, Jack, and
welecome home, yoursell.'  Ah, how
| shall I ever forget what I saw in the
[hall!  Juek and I helped Sir Peter in,
fechle now, oxhausted, and spent.  Hu
| sinks on the hall seat, but holding his
| son's hands tight; then Jack falls on his
[ knees and hides his thin wan face on his
| father's hands, weak ns any hysterieal
‘woman. “Oh, tske me back again,
| father! I know I've been a bud son; [
| know I've disgracid you all; but I've
{fullen so low and I have suffered so
{ mtich, anil T have repented!  Oh, give
| me nnother chance!" As he speakssev-
loral of the servants run into the hall
{ and gather round them. Then I saw in
| Sir Peter’'s face the most benutiful look
[ ever saw on any humian features; I
think it must have been the reflection of
the Divine love of the Great Father of
usall, 8o, rising, he stands before us,
the poor lad still knceling at his feet;
Itiu-n. stooping, he raises hip tenderly,
holding him in his loving arms—oh, so
closely!—anil says, in a clear, strong
voiea: *‘Sce here, all of yon; this is my
son Jack, my very own son.  He shall
once more eat at my table, once more
sleep beneath my roof.”

By and by Jack and I are sitting alone
in thedin'ng-room, and I'm notashamed
to own, and I know Jack wouldn't be,
! that we both broke down and cried a

little. T was a weak old man, and he a

| weank young one. Looking at h m stead- |

| ily, I could sce how want and poverty
[ anad hard life had ground him down.
| The poor, wan face wns pinched and
! white, nnd the blue eyes that used to be
{50 gay and full of life had s hunted,
haggard look. Junck sits in the deepen-
ing London twilight and tells me his
weary history. Debt. dishonor, gam-
bling and the ever downward career
that we all know so well. He was ask-

| ing after his old Aunt Betty, when sud- |

“Woll, Jack, she is Lady Violet Stan-
ley."’
Well, uacle, Stanley is an ugly
name, though you mightn't think it, so
I'm going to fgive her o now one and

resent you with a now niece.  Kiss
Enr and tell her yon love her for my
sake and hor own, too. "

Before they go I ask Jack to keep n
little corner of his heart for me to ercep
into for old love's sake, and Jack says
he will.—2'emple Bar.
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CARPET REMNANTS.

The Many Waya in Which Sernps Are Diss
posedd OF to Advantage.

“What do you do with all your
soraps?’ asked a reporter of n snlesman
in a carpet house.

“Well, we have a great demand for
them," was the reply.  “Hemnants of
carpets don't go begging, by alarge ma-
jority. In fact, the demand is Ilargely
in excess of the supply. In the first
place, the long ends of rolls in patterns
which we do not wish to earry anymore
are sold to the second-hand dealers, who
pay a good price for them, say sixty or
seventy-five per cent. of their wholesale
value In the piece. They buy of all the
dealers nnd often find another remnant
of the same kind, which they add to the
first and make up a carpet large enough
for a small room, which they sell to
their customers ns a ‘m'sfit' and fre-
quently get ns much for as though it
was cut to fit the room. We often sell
full rolls that have beon soiled at the
ends or that are in patterns out of date
to the same men, wlhn use them in the
same way. It is surprising what a de-
mand their is for misfit carpets. A
woman will pay full price for one and
think she has a bargain.

“Then the smaller remnants—say
from twp to four yards long. 1f they
are bright, frosh goods we make rugs of
them by sewing on borders and sell them
without loss. Ii! they are a little shop-
worn or soiledl we sell them to tllm
lounge manufacturers, who use them in
| their business, A large number of the
cheaper lounges ure made by the fufni-
ture men and are nearly all covered
with these pieces of carpet. Still smaller
pieces are sold to the dealers, who pay
abont twenty-five per cent. of the orig-
inal cost and gell them as mats and rugs
for a good hundred per eent. The small
outtings and scraps are sold by the
pound to the hassock and ottoman

| denly there was o clatter at the front | makers, who drive a thriving teado with

oor, & tremendous bustle and seufile
| in the hall, and in bursts that redoubt-
| able lady, a whirlwind of tears, gasps,
fur, joy and inarticulate hallelujahs. In
| two seconds her faithful old arms were
roin. Jack's neck and the old lady sob-
[ bing on his breast; then she wonld
hold him at arm's length, looking
| him all over, then with another so
| of trinmphant delight ling herself into
| his. nrms again. 1 really feared the
old indy's mind wouud give way, After
mueh lnughing and erying sle delivered
herself in this fashion, one arm around
Jack und the other dominating me. [
might have been Aldgate pump for all
she cared.
sHero's my boy come back—praise
God for that, he has come back—und
not a legon of Josophs nor a legion of
devils shall drive him away again. Who
enres for the past! To-day we begin o
fresh chapter. Who caves for your |
moralties and yonr deconcies! Hang
‘om nll, Isay. Kiss your old aunt, my
Il
I think sometimes dear Aunt Betty is
too ontspoken, but no one thinks of
that now. Jack kisseld her ugly old
tear-stained face, kisses her as tenderly
and gullantly ns if she were his  bride,
und then by some strange freak the old
lady falls upon me and kisses mo quite
outrageonsly, till Jock takes her hand
in mine and says: “Aunt, I ean't forget
the past, or your patience and love, but
Iyve come buek to redeom it, Be po-
| tient and kind to me a little  longer, as
]i,-nu would to a sick mun whose fever is
enving him.™
“Kind to you, Jaok!” she cries, |
mantling all over with beautiful pride |
and joy. *Leave me alone for that.
| Why, my darling'—then words fail her,
and the eagoer ofil arms are once more
round him as if they would never un-
i 01:1.-:]1 again,
| Then Sir Peter joins thent, and I go
{ nway happy to my own home, This is
| what happoened afterward, excellent old
Tomkins being my informant.  Awd I
{ must tell you the very end of it nil.l
which is ns happy as a fairy story, and
fmuch more true.  Our unprodigal son
| Joseph came back that evening from |
'the bank in u state of serene decoruam
| quite beautiful to behold; every thing
had prospered exccedingly with him
that day. Mo had arranged the settle-
moents with the Lady Olivis, and had
kept muttors more in his own hands
ihin he had hoped to do.  As he drove
up Harley street, even when far off, he
was astounded to see unusunl signs of
fostivity at his father's sombre-looking
house. ~ Lights gleamed in the windows,
and the whole place was transformed,
Joseph must have guessed the truth.
He stood on the door-step in no happy
mool. Tompkins opened the door, his
honest fuee gleaming, and behind him
stood Bir Poter,
“What's the menning of all this,
father? Have vou gone mad?"
Then Sir Peter spoke In strong, clear
tones: *“Joseph, your brother is come

b
1
!

baok; tfuur brother and my son. Come
in and join us. Help us give him a
weleome.!

Joseph's pale faoo flushed.  “Is this
this the rewurd of all my yenrs of duty?
As you say, he is my brother, he Is your
son; but he is more than this; he is o
thief, nn outenst, a swndler. Ever
sinee ho was born ho has boen a curse
and o disgrace to us.''

Then Sir Petor flushed up in o beauti-
ful short-lived Indinn summer of wrath,
sPonce, Josaph; no more of this. He

the wholesale houses, one of which han-
dles two hundred and fifty dozen has-
socks n year.

*There isn't much waste in the earpet
business, in spite of the trounble in
matching patterns, which is such a bug-
bear to the economical honsewife, who
woneders why it takes twenty-two or
twenty-three yards of carpet to cover &
room only nineteen or twenty yards in
aren. Oil-cloth samples and remnants
are in demand for vestibules and stove
rugs, and when too small for these pur-
poses are bought by the carriage munu-
fucturers.— Chicago News,
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KILL THE LICE.

How Hen.Houses Should be Treated Be=
fore Cold Weather Sets In.

The hen houses must be cleaned out
during autumn if the hens are to be
kept through the winter. They arefairly
alive with lice then. No wonder the
hens want to roost in the trees, It is
unfortunute in some respects that more
human beings can not be made to en-
dure the torture from these erceping
horrors, They would be fir more mer-
ciful to their stock if their flesh counld
honestly creep at the memory of these
filthy vermin. Lumbegrmen, war pris-
oners and others who are forced to live
in lice-infected places, all say that noth-
ing so tends to destroy health and com-
fort as lice. No more horrible punish-
ment would be possible than to force a
man to live in a lousy room. Conslant
torture, sleeplessness, insanity, doath
would be the result, What right
has a man to inflict this dreadful pun-
ishment upon the duomb animals that
are placed in his charge? Ho has no
right; he teanseresses both o human
and 3 moral law when he negleots to
destroy the vermin on his eattle or thrns
the hens into o lousy house for the win-
tor, Clean out the hen-hounse, or else
kill every hen on the place before cold
woather sets in. Take a hoe and n
shovel and clean out every ounce of
manure, Take water as hot as you can
get it, and with an old broom or mop
swab out overy erack and corner of the
lnce.  Burn up the old nests.  Spray
iarosene into the eracks and edges, Pt
two good conts of whitewnsh ull ovoer
the inside. Take out the perches, serape
them off and pour kerosone along them.
It will pay to dig out the earth at the
bottom of the house and put fresh dicy

buck. Put in pure sand if you can get
it.,  Don't neglect this. It is a combina-

tion of business and morality. You
will get more eggs to puay for ity and
your consclonce will be lighter,—Cor
Rural New Yorker.

Wanted Rows All Around.

Madam Parvenne, who had grown
suddenly rich by an oil well spouting in
her back yard, consults an architect in
rogavd to an elogunt amd costly resi-
dencence which she intends to build,

Architeot—Do you wish a rotunda in
the housof

Madum Parvenue—Yes, I want a ro-
tunda én the house and two or thres
rows of tundas "nning round the out-
side of tho house.— Pittsbu rgh Chronicle

—) O P

—A oucalyptus troo fifty foos from a
well in Alameda County, Cal., sent two
roots throngh the brick wall of a wall
fifteon foet bolow the snefsce, and com-
plotely eovored the bottow with o nat

18 my son; he was lost, sad now Lo is

of tibors

M

PIGHTING AN ANACONDA,

Mow & Prave Sallor Lad Made s Hage
Meptile Give Up Tta Frey

An old gentloman from Reading,
Manss,, to whom I have governl times
boen indebted for a good story, says n
story-writer, has told this one of &
young sallor (who was a boy when the
old gentleman was a  boy), named
Phineas Guerney:

“This, Phin's first glimpse of equas
torial countries, was at an unknown
landing on the South Ameriean const.
Wae ean Imagine how the sight of trop-
feal luxurinnee and palms and llianns
astonished his northern ayes. The Good
Adventure (his ship) Iay a woek or
more in the cove, and one afternoon
Phin took arather venturesome ramble,
following the crooks and bends of a
small !.hlil river.

“As our young explorer went on, the
stillneas of the place was broken by a
heavy splashing in the stream, at some
distance nhead, followed in s moment
or two by frightful bellowings, and all
the commingled sounds of a deadl
tussle. Phin stood rooted to the ground,
though more from astonishment than
fear. Then the strange bawling and
splashing continning, hn- was drawn by
a grent curiosity to oo what sort of a
froony wons going on and swhat bedsts
were fighting.  Running toward the
noise, he came out nenr a great sanmi-
ma-tree, with long, drooping branches,
which grew partly in the water, and spw
a ‘horned creature,’ ns he described it,
plunging to and fro, with the ‘higgest
snake there ever was in the world,’
hanging hold of the animai's nose, and
rolling and tumbling itself in great
glossy folds on the ground!

«‘Neover had Phin seen nor heard of
such n snake as that before! He de-
clared thut it was ‘more than forty foot
loug,' and a8 *big round us the brig's
foremast,' and that it was “hitched way
up to a limb of the tree by its tail.’ Ho
says of it that it was a ‘yaller snake
with hlack spots all along Its back and
gides,” but that its belly was skim-milk
color; alzo that its head was yellow and
black; and that its eyes were *hulged out
like two chiny sassers,’ and ‘were green
as frog spit,’ except in the middle,
where they looked like bright brass.

*Back and forth plunged the bullock,
bellowing loudly in its fright and dis-
tress; but when once these water bons
get o grip with their strong, retroverted
teoth, it is next to impossible for an an-
imal to break away from them. At
lIength, the bon got one huge fold over
the bullock’s rnmp, and threw its hind
legs from under its body., Very short-
Iy now it would have mastered the
steer—if Phin had not had o wrong to
right. From the outsct, our young
sailor's sympathies had been with the
‘horned creature.’

*Ta see neat stock used in that way
by an ngly monster of a snake went
against Phin's grain, and at this junc-
ture he dashed in with his chectootthand
began to hammer the snake's head with
all his might. The eheetoolth was as
heavy as a sledge, and Phin had a sturdy
arm of his own, yet his flirst blows
seemed not to produce the slightest ef-
fect upon the intent monster,  But sud-
denly it relaxed its hold, and with a
single convulsive roll of its coils, flung
itsolf far back under the ree. The steer,
thus left free, struggled to its feet, shook
its horns and staggered off through the
canes,

*Phin was determined to finish the
life of the boa, but a poisonous eflluvia
from its body filled the nir, and made
him so sick that he left the reptile to its
uncertain fate."— Youth's Companion.

—————— —

ERUPTIVE DISEASE.

‘Affilotion Which Are in Ieality Blessings
: in Disguise,

As prefatory, I will remark that tho
true difficulty is back, behind whuat we
are accustomed to call the disease. which
may be regarded as the index of the de-
rangement of the system, the evidenca
of internal obstructions or of gencral
impurity.  Indeed, what we enll dis-
ease is but a symptom, evidence of ade-
praved state of the body, the outward
manifestations of recuperative efforts,
or u manifestation of the curative ef-
forts of nature, for the removal of in-
ternal derangement, the ejection or dis-
posal of the impurities of the body. It
is cluimed that all of the elforts of na-
ture are of a mereiful character, all in
the line of cure or improvement, though,
from adverse cirenmstances or the con-
fusion produced by the interference nnd
opposition of attendants, failures often
occur, These prineiples are well illus-
trated by the usnal eruptive disenses,
connected with which there is more or
dess of the discharge of effete, putrid
and  poisonous  matters. I -
clude what are usually regarded as
the diseases  of the young, us
mensles, chicken-pox, small-pox and
the like, though this last is as often
known among usdults. I elnim, there-
fore, that all such as the measles, senr-
lating, chicken-pox and rashes, genoer-
ally, are renovating steps in the devel-
opment of the yvoung, that all purify,
naturally, as the eruptions arce ationded
by effete matters, more or l‘-m*i.-‘lhiu.
1 also elnim  that all discharges from
sores, eancers not excepted, are but the
results of nature's efforts at puriticn-
tion, just to this extent prolonging life,
even when the ease proves fatal. The
fact that the escaping matters often
prove excoriating, producing sores or
irvitations  whorever  they touch the
skin, will illustrate their putrid and
poisonous character.

The body beeomes impure, in an ab.
normal state, from eating impure food,
us that of very “tender’” ments—when
made so, as it often is, by semi-putre.
faetion, from age; or from eating s0
much that sll ean not be digested,  pn-
tretying in the stomach or in the bows-
els; from fuiling to breathe sutliciently
of pure nir, or breathing pestiferous air
und foul vapors; but lﬁu innetivity of
the sk n, the pores being 80 closed that
the effete matters can not oseape: ninl
for o general want of cleanliness, In
this condition, nature—always seeking
cleanliness—attempts a  purification,
through some of the ontlets, neting like
the sewars of the eity, in the failure of
which, the skin is put “under contribu-
tion,"" the natural escape for most of
this Impurity being through the pores,
This is sought through eruptive ds-
enses, sores, abseesses and even cancers,
the dischurges from which prove o
blessing, sll that is thrown off being
just 80 much eliminnted, 50 much
poison threwn out of the body, {ust ta
that extent diminishing the ocension for
disense. Thers is no sense, mo phils
osaphy, in the populur idea, in the pase
or among the ignorant, that *‘sures rue
the life away,” ns only pateid mntters
esenpe, o reftention of whicly, us wo huvo
soon, cuuses  “blood-poisoning.”™ A
sudden rotention of this poison will als
ways produce more or less commotion
in the system, if not death, in extromo
onses, It s alwavs safe to promote

suoh discharvges, having s oloan sora "

w-Lr, J M. wnvgford, tn Walchnan,

PITH AND POINT.

«TDo not be disconraged hvoauss yon
discover that you are not n man
uinnim. An ominent scientist declares
that genlus is a form of epllepsy, — Tezas
Siftings.

—Itia only the abstract mother-in-
Inw who Ia joked about. The conorete
flosh-and-blood mother-in-law isn't »
mattor for jesting or any sort of trifling
with.—Boston Revord..

—=4Only twenty?"' Yos' she ex-
pliined. ~ “George made mo promise
when we were married that I would
never change. 1 wna twenty then, nnd [
moan to keep my promise"—N. X
Telegram.

—+*1 hate that man!"' exelaimed Mrs.
Uppereea, I'd like to make h's life
miserable!”™ *Tell you what,"’ snid hor,
husband warmly, “I'll send the villuin
an invitation to vour musieale, We'll
torture him!"'—Burdette.

—An American millionaire, who was
looking at a level tract of lanil which he
liad just bought at an extravagant price,
suid to the agent who had soldit to him:
“1 do admire a rich green flat'’ “So
do 1," significantly replied the agent.—
N. Y. Post.
| —Minks—Yes, T am feeling miser-

bly, and I really can't afford to hire a
doctor. Winks—Why don’t you try
my plun?  It's founded on  the direc-
‘tions always given by doctors. Minks—
{Eh! What'is that? Winks—I do every-
thing Ldon't want to.—Omaha World.

—She—James, do you know you put
three buttons on the plate in church to-
day? He—Yes, 1 knew what I was
about. She—James; perhaps you don's
know that I bought those buttons yes-
terday for my now dress and paid fifty
cents apicee for  them.— Wilmington
Star.

— My dear,” gald a Concord lady to
her husband, *if you do not muke
jhaste we shall be late to the School of
"Philosdphy. Aren’t you nearly ready?'”

1 %1 will be ready," replied the husband,

who is not much of a philogopher, *‘just
us soon as 1 ean find my chestnut bell.”

—uWhy don't you bting your friend
around to the house, Mr.  Featherly?'™
inguired Bobby, as that young man
sented himself in the parlor. I haven

ood many friends, Bobby," replicd
f'vil.lhnrly, indulgently.  **Which friend
do yon mean?' *.John Barleycorn.
Pa suys you are a great friend of his'*
—N. Y. Sun.

—Bagley—Going fishing to-day? De
Baggs—No, sir.  Too much business to
attend to.  *Very well, I'll think of
vou when 1'm sitting on the shady bank
hauling in the two-pound beauties."
“That's right, do. And when you stop
at the market on the wav home, just
buy me astring, too. That's a good
follow, " — Philade!phia Call.

—Bobby was awake when his mother
came home from the party at midnight.
“Did you say your prayers to nurse,
Bobby.'" she asked, “ocfore you went
to bed?'' “No, mamma, I forgot it."*
*Well, you had better come and say them
to me now."” “What," said Bobhy, in
drowsy astonishment, **does God stay
up all night?"'—Chicago Journal.
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THE RETURNING BALL.

A Peddler Who Invenied @ Toy Which
Netted Him n Small Fortune,

For & good many years, summer and
winter, rain or shine, John Burke, &
stalwart Irishman, peddled goods
through the city of Brooklyn, from Red
Hook to Greenpoint, and from Fulton
Ferry to Enst New York. He was
known by all the ehildren in the dis-
tricts which he visited. He liked to see
a good-looking girl, and he married
three times.

Catherine Burke was his third wife,
and he married her because she had
{been in his .-mlulm' during the lifetime
lof wife No. 2. Catharine was ambitious,
nnd she indueed John te make an offort
to rise in the world. He engaged in
the business ot a fakir and went about
with a little platform, from which he
harangued his audiences, under his urm,
and with a little coal-oil Inmp stuck on
a long pole, which served to illuminate
the surronndings,

John trmnpoﬁ through the States of
New York, New Jersey, Pennsylvania,
Lonnect'out and  Massachusetts and
made money.  When e stood on his
stand near the village tavern a crowd
soon gathered about him, his oil lump
and his little rostrum.  His talk to the
rural public was full of the native wit
of an Irishman, and he always got his
ihearers into good humor with hissallies
and small talk before exposing his
wares to their wondering gaze. John
ihad a mind with an inventive turn and
turned it to good account, He made
‘mame for himself by inventing what in
known as the returning ball, & rubber
elobe attached to a rubber string, and
cleared 30,000,

Then the Burke family rose from its
obscurity and looked down from its
finuncial height upon itz admiring
neighbors. John Burke and his wifis
gave splendid entertainments to their
Eurlit'ulur friends, at which the punech

owl was frequently emptied, and many
a reel was recled and many a jig was
jiraod, Jouhn's  particular  frionds
helped him to get away with a lurgs
awrt of his wenith, What be had left
1@ invested in o big tenement house in
York strect with & mortgnge of $14,-
000,  In September, lust year, Cuath-
arine Burke gzot a decree of separation
from her husband on  the ground of
cruel and inhuman treatment. — Srooks
lyn Tines.
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HOW IT 1S WORKED,

The Big Dinmonds Which Blaze on Hotel

Clerks" Shirt Fronta.

“People get off a great many vory
ancient jokes about the big dinmonds
worn by hotel cterks” remarked a
salesman at the HMotel Anderson, last
night, “and as a resalt most persons
have potten the idea into their howds
that those sume dimmonds are nothing
but chunks of paste.”

)0 you wish the great roading pub-
lio to Infer that they wroanything glse?**

1 do just that. Most of the diamonds
worn by hotel clerks are genuine. Only
last week, while I was at Atlantis City,
I saw & hotel clork from whose brenst
ong of the lnrgest and purest dinmonds
I over saw glittered.  But, of course, he
didn't pay for it, and to tell the truth it
didn't belong to him.

st didu’t belong to him P

“No, my dear boy, itdidn's  He was
wenring it for an advertisement, A
great many jewelry tirms advertiso theie
goods in just thut way, Almost anr
watering place vou may go to you will
soe the ‘fmtul clorks blazing with din-
monds that will make your eyes bulgae
out, It's m good dodgzo for the jewelor,
anl it plenses the clerk,”

*But how Is the jowelor benefited?'™

“Wall, it doesn't cost any thing to leg
n olerk woar n dinmond o few months,
and aring that thne vich visitors ave
sira to inquive sbout the stone, ask
where it wns purchasod, snd so ou. The
ulerk, of eourse, tolls what honse it came
from, recommends the visitor to P
there, and ofton gives him a card of ins

troduction to the proprictun,  Beel' -~
Pallsburgh Dispadel




